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CINDERELLA. 


SCENE  I. — Induction. 

The  Ruins  of  the  Chateau  of  the  Countess  d’Anois,  with  Cemetery 
adjoining  the  Castle  Chapel,  containing  the  tombs  of  the  dif¬ 
ferent  nursery  tales.  The  name  of  each  tale  is  inscribed  on  its 
tomb,  in  large  red  transparent  letters,  so  as  to  be  legible  from 
the  front.  The  various  tombs  are  those  of  “The  Sleeping 
Beauty,”  “Beauty  and  the  Beast,”  “Blue  Beard,”  “Puss  in 
Boots,”  “Fortunio,”  “The  Fair  One  with  the  Golden  Locks,” 
“The  Forty  Thieves,”  “George  and  the  Dragon,”  “Aladdin,” 
“Valentine  and  Orson,”  “Whittington  and  his  Cat.”  In  the 
centre  a  pillar,  bearing  the  name  of  the  Countess  d’Anois,  with 
a  funeral  urn,  over  which  Fancy  is  mourning.  An  Owl  on  a 
yew  tree,  K. 


(Inscription  for  each.) 

Gi  git  Ci  git 

“  The  Sleeping  Beauty.”  Marie, 

Countess  d’Anois. 

R.  I.  P.  R.  L.  P. 

The  curtain  rises  to  the  incantation  music  of  “Der  Freischutz,” 
through  which  the  church  clock  strikes  twelve.  At  the  last 
stroke  a  gong,  and  Burlesque  rises  through  a  trap.  He  is 
dressed  half  as  clown  and  half  as  a  modern  gentleman,  and 
holds  a  marotte  or  jester’s  bauble  in  his  hand. 

Bur.  “  ’Tis  now  the  very  witching  hour  of  night,” 

When  M.P.’s  yawn  and  cats  in  gutters  fight! 

To  herald  me  here’s  neither  sprite  nor  elf, 

So  I’ll  make  bold  to  introduce  myself — 

And,  waiving  modesty,  with  voice  sonorous, 

Blow  my  own  trumpet,  like  an  “  Ancient  Chorus.” 

I  am  Burlesque  !  here  by  appointment  come. 

(Reads  the  card.) 

“The  12th  of  May,  midnight.  Fancy  at  home.” 

Behold  her  there !  ( 'pointing  to  her )  “  Like  Niobe  all 
tears.” 

’Midst  her  departed  stories  she  appears, 

Till  by  my  touch  recalled  to  life,  once  more 
She  meets  her  nursery  offspring  as  of  yore. 
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[He  waves  his  bauble  and  touches  Fancy  and  the  urn  with  it.  A 
flame  bursts  from  the  top  of  the  urn  and  Fancy  awakes. 
Burlesque  takes  her  hand  and  leads  her  forward. 

Bur.  How  do  you  find  yourself? 

Fan.  My  course  is  run  ! 

My  poor  dear  stories  drop  off  one  by  one. 

Bur.  I  grieve  to  hear,  that,  in  the  twelvemonths  past, 

Six  of  them  went — poor  “  Whittington  ”  the  last ! 
Cheer  up  !  Each  of  them  made  a  hit,  you  know — 
Fan.  A  hit !  Each  was  to  me  a  heavy  blow  ! 

“  Once  on  a  time,”  alas  !  that  time  has  flown. 

The  “  Children’s  Book-case  ”  knew  them  as  its  own. 
But  now  each  nursery,  become  a  college, 

Reads  “  Peter  Parley,”  and  Knight’s  Store  of  Know¬ 
ledge.” 

Bur.  Union  with  me  you  fancy’s  infra  dig  ; 

But  it’s  the  last  chance  left  you,  dash  my  wig ! 

None  read  your  stories  on  the  printed  page ; 

Give  them  to  me.  I’ll  put  them  on  the  stage  : 

Now,  don’t  be  vexed ;  the  public  feeling  see, 

(Comes  forward  and  appeals  to  the  House.) 
I’m  certain  that  you  all  agree  with  me. 

Is  it  not  well  those  tales,  to  childhood  dear, 

Should  with  a  purpose  be  presented  here, 

Where  Fancy  “  Shoots  at  Folly  as  it  flies, 

And  catches  manners,  living,  as  they  rise,” 

May  wit  and  wisdom  not  wear  masques  grotesque, 

And  Fancy  thrive,  united  to  Burlesque  ? 

Fan.  I  dread  the  trial. 

Bur.  Calm  a  mother’s  fears  ; 

Allow  me  to  call  up  the  little  dears. 

SONG. — Burlesque. 

Air. — “  Bartlemy  Fair.'* 

Come,  bustle,  little  elves, 

Look  alive,  and  shake  yourselves ; 

From  your  tombs,  in  revel  rout, 

Let  your  mother  know  you’re  out. 

Twelve  o’clock  has  struck,  they  say. 

That’s  just  your  time  of  day. 

So  hither  to  Burlesque  repair,  oh ! 

You’ll  go  down, 

For  the  town, 

Likes  a  laugh 
More  by  half 
Than  sighing, 

Or  crying. 

With  doleful  tragedy  air,  oh ! 
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Then  come  forth  with  fun  and  frolic, 

To  make  mirth  of  melancholic, 

In  the  dance  to  stir  your  stumps, 

And  dispel  our  doleful  dumps, 

That  grave  grey-bearded  men 
May  be  children  once  again. 

When  at  your  revels  they  stare,  oh ! 

Jane  Shore 
Is  grown  a  bore ; 

Richard  the  Third 
Won’t  be  heard ; 

The  day’s  gone  by 
For  tragedy 

Then  hither  to  Burlesque  repair,  oh ! 

[The  incantation  from  “  Robert  le  Diable” — “  Nonnes  qui  reposez  ” — 
which,  when  the  Fairy  Tales  have  risen,  changes  to  “Boys 
and  Girls  come  out  to  Play.”  The  children  who  represent  the 
different  Fairy  Tales  run  up  to  Fancy  and  caress  her.  Bur¬ 
lesque  catches  them  as  they  run  past  him  and  recognises  the 
different  stories. 

Bur.  Ah,  “Beauty,”  how’s  the  “Beast?”  {To  Beast.)  Give 
us  a  paw  : 

And,  “  Puss  in  Boots,”  you  came  off  with  eclat. 

“  Fair  One  with  Golden  Locks  ;  ”  no,  you  won’t  do, 
Blanche  has  taken  the  shine  out  of  you  ; 

Who  runs  with  him,  it  may  be  safely  reckoned, 
Whate’er  the  odds,  must  come  in  “A  bad  second.” 
Welcome,  “  Aladdin  !  ”  glad  to  see  you  here  ; 

Quite  out  of  breath  with  your  long  run  last  year. 

“  Orson  and  Valentine !  you’ve  had  your  day — 

My  last  friend,  “  Whittington,”  how’s  pussy,  pray  ? 
These  are  old  faces, — I  want  something  new — 

(Sees  Cinderella.) 

Halloa !  my  little  darling,  who  are  you  ? 

Cin.  Please,  sir.  I’m  Cinderella. 

Bur.  ’T would  be  properer 

To  say  “  La  Cenerentola,”  from  the  Opera. 

Well,  you’re  my  choice,  I’ll  not  look  for  another — 

You  will  go  with  me,  dear,  won’t  you  ? 

Cin.  {Pointing  to  Fancy.)  Ask  my  mother. 

Bur.  {To  Fancy.)  Come,  let  her  go:  you  can  have  no 
objection ; 

I’ll  play  the  Prince,  and  grant  her  my  protection. 
Dismiss  the  others  to  their  mausoleum. 

And  I’ll  bring  out  my  pet  at  the  Lyceum. 

[Exit  Burlesque. 

A  general  Polka  of  tho  Children.  Scene  closes. 
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SCENE  II. 


A  view  in  an  old  town.  On  one  side  the  house  of  Baron  Soldoff  (r.) 
with  practicable  door,  window  in  first  floor,  and  cellar  flap.  At 
the  left  wing  a  set  arched  door  with  a  transparent  lantern  over  it, 
painted  with  the  sign  of  a  “white  rabbit,”  and  underneath 
“  Tapis  Franc  ” — a  concert  every  evening.  The  rest  of  the  scene 
represents  an  antique  town  square,  d.e. 

Enter  the  Baron  from  tavern,  arm  in  arm  with  Capillaire  in  a 
slight  state  of  intoxication.  They  come  on  singing  a  duet. 

DUET. 

Air. — “  Messieurs  les  Eludiants.” 

Then  fill,  my  jolly  boys, 

All  curtain  lectures  scorning ! 

A  fig  for  married  joys — 

We  wo’ lit  go  home  till  morning  ! 

We  wo’nt ! — we  wo’nt ! — we  wo’nt! 

Till  daylight  does  appear. 

Eh  !  ioup,  ioup,  ioup  !  tra  la,  la,  la,  la,  &c. 

Bar.  You’re  a  good  fellow! — But  I  say,  do’nt  go. 

Cap.  Why,  here  you  are,  at  your  own  door,  you  know. 

Bar.  Well,  never  mind,  though  Madame  Soldoff  stickles, 
Come  in, — I’m  good  for  some  cold  beef  and  pickles. 
Cap.  I  feel  knocked  up  myself — so,  on  my  life, 

I  could  not  think  of  knocking  up  your  wife. 

Bar.  My  wife  be  ( coughs )  do’nt  mention  her  again, 

Latch  keys  for  ever  ! 

[Tries  to  open  the  door,  is  checked  by  the  chain. 

She’s  put  up  the  chain  ! 

Cap.  They’ll  hear  the  area  bell. 

[Rings  it.  Bell  heard  underneath 

Bar.  ’T would  be  a  wonder, 

It  rings  down  there,  the  servant  sleeps  up  yonder. 

[Pointing. 

(Shivers.)  Ugh!  ugh!  the  “air  bites  shrewdly,  I  declare.” 
Cap.  “  It  is  an  eager  and  a  nipping  air.” 

I’ll  ring  again,  ’tis  the  easiest  plan. 

Bar.  It’s  evident  you’re  not  a  married  man. 

Cap.  Well,  if  you  wo’nt,  you  wo’nt.  Here  you  may  tarry. 

A  warning  to  all  “  persons  about  to  marry.” 

[He  is  going,  when  he  hears  the  clink  of  flint  and  steel. 
Somebody  strikes  a  light  in  the  first  floor. 

Bar.  It  is  my  wife!  Don’t  leave  me,  I  implore, 

Not  for  a  moment  that  I  feel  afraid, 

(Aside.)  I’ll  try  to  sooth  her  with  a  serenade. 
(Baroness  opens  window.) 
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SONG. — Baron. 

Air. — “  The  Talented  Family .” 

Oh  !  dearest,  to  let  me  in,  pray  go, 

And  warm  me  some  gruel  or  sago; 

The  cold  from  the  stones 
Has  struck  into  my  bones, 

And  I’ll  sure  be  laid  up  with  lumbago  ! 

Let  me  call  up  my  child  Cinderella, 
She’ll  open  the  door  when  I  tell  her 
Or,  if  I  mustn’t  rap. 

And  she’ll  lilt  up  the  flap, 

I’ll  get  into  the  house  by  the  cellar. 


Cap.  Your  wife  ? 

Bar.  ^  But  too  correct  in  your  conjectures  ! 

Ivow  then,  for  “  Mrs.  Caudle’s  Curtain  Lectures.” 
Baroness.  You  dissolute,  debauched,  depraved  old  man, 
Excuse  this  brutal  conduct — if  you  can. 

Where  have  you  been  P 
Bar.  My  love. 

Baroness.  Oh,  don’t  love  me. 

Bar.  My  deal*,  I  don’t. 


Cap.  You’re  in  for  it,  I  see. 

Baroness.  You’d  never  do  so  any  more,  I  thought— 

You  ought  to  be  ashamed,  sir. 

Bar.  go  I  ought. 

Baroness.  And  who’s  that  fellow  ?  One  of  your  own  set? 
Cap.  No,  thank  my  stars,  ma’am,  I’m  not  married  yet. 

Bar.  You'll  let  me  in,  my  ducky,  won’t  you  ? 

Baroness.  No.  [_Shuts  window. 

Cap.  Good  bye  to  beef  and  pickles ! 

Bar.  Here’s  a  go. 

A  last  resource !  my  daughter  Cinderella 
Sleeps  underneath  the  stairs,  close  to  the  cellar. 

I’ll  try  the  signal— hem — Lur-li-e-ty ! 

( Ansioer  without  from  Cinderella.)  Lur-li-e-ty. 
Cap.  She’s  wide  awake. 


Bar.  She  always  is,  you’ll  see. 

Won’t  you  come  in  ?— tho’  there’s  no  chance  of  prog, 
Perhaps  we  might  contrive  a  glass  of  grog. 

Cap.  No  doubt  your  wife  would  find  you  in  hot  water. 

No,  not  to-night,  we’re  keeping  up  your  daughter. 
Here’s  my  address,  (gives  card.  Aside.)  My  master’s 
curd  I’ll  borrow. 

Good  night.  I’ll  not  forget  to  call  to-morrow. 

[Exit,  r. 


CINDERELLA. 


Baron  Soldo pf  examining  the  card  with  his  eye-glass. 

Bar.  Let’s  see  the  name,  who’s  this  new  friend  of  mine  ? 

(Reads.)  Prince  llodolph,  reigning  duke  of  Gerolstein, 
The  hero  of  the  “  Mysteries  of  Paris  !  ” 

He’s  not  a  fiction  then,  like  “  Mrs.  Harris  !  ” 

Alack,  to  think  that  he  should  find  me  here, 

A  Baron,  in  a  vulgar  state  of  beer  ! 

But  nevermind,  if  all  accounts  be  true, 

Princes  like  pot  houses— ask  Eugene  Sue: — 

Now  quietly  to  lift  the  cellar  flap. 

The  Baroness  shall  find  I’m  up  to  trap. 

[He  opens  the  cellar  flap  and  crawls  in  on  his  hands  and  knees,  to  the 
air,  “  Down  amongst  the  dead  men.”  (In  flat  ) 

SCENE  III. 

The  Hall  of  an  old  Mansion,  (from  “  Nash’s  Views”)  with  a  large 
cradle  fire-place,  projecting  at  one  side,  but  so  as  not  to  shut  fUt 
the  gallery  staircase.  An  entrance  door  opposite  to  it.  The 
walh  hung  with  weapons,  armour,  buff-coats,  stags’  heads.  &c. 
(p.  s.)  Across  the  flat  a  practicable  gallery  adorned  with  coats  of 
arms,  <fcc.,  with  a  practicable  staircase  on  each  side  leading  to  the 
stage.  Everything  is  in  the  disarray  caused  by  a  party  over 
night.  Tables  in  confusion,  chairs  overturned,  cards  and  dice 
lying  about,  music  stands  huddled  together — a  supper  tabie, 
lobster  shells,  &c. 

Cinderella  discovered  sitting  in  a  large  chair  with  her  broom. 

Cin.  Another  party  !  Well,  this  can’t  last  long  ; 

I  think  our  family’s  coming  it  too  strong. 

Last  night  they  polked  again  till  all  was  blue, 

And  even  the  ceilings  took  to  polking  too. 

Tiie  greengrocer  they  hire  to  wait  retired, 

But  I  must  wait,  alas  !  without  being  hired. 

If  things  an’t  set  to  rights,  how  ma'  will  frown. 

I’m  a  mere  charewoman,  yet  can’t  sit  down. 

[Takes  up  decanter. 

Not  a  drop  left.  Oh,  dear  !  my  strength  can  t  last. 
Tho’  I’ve  eat  nought  to-day,  I’m  breaking  fast ! 

Sc.ena. — Fra  Toco. 

From  poker,  tongs,  and  kitchen  stove. 

To  the  neglected  cellar, 

Is  all  the  change  I  ever  know — 

Oh,  hapless  Cinderella. 

Fine  clothes  and  words— oh,  misery. 

No  comfort  bring  to  thee  ! 

Too  poor,  too  poor,  a  mendicant — 

How  hapless  is  my  fate ;  oh ! 

The  cloth  must  be  for  breakfast  laid. 

Or  I  shall  be  too  late,  oh. 

Let  me  sweep  up  the  cinders  then. 

There’s  no  more  strength  in  me! 
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[She  sings  the  latter  part  faintly,  and  as  she  retires  the  orchestra 
takes  up  the  second  part  of  the  scena.  “  Tuche  a  Dio  spiegasti 
rah,”  to  which  Cinderella,  settles  down  among  the  ashes  of  the 
fire-place  and  goes  to  sleep.  As  soon  as  she  is  asleep  the  Elves 
appear  from  the  gallery,  down  the  chimney,  and  from  behind  the 
furniture  of  the  hall,  and  begin  to  arrange  the  room  for  her. 
When  they  have  done,  two  of  them  dance  round  Cinderella, 
and  tickle  her  with  long  peacocks’  feathers,  disappearing,  after 
knocking  three  times, 

Cin.  Yes,  ma’am !  ( Rubs  her  eyes  and  yaions.)  Oh,  dear. 

It  can’t  be  six  o’clock. 

And  yet  I  thought  I  heard  the  missus  knock. 

[Starting  up. 

What !  tables,  chairs,  cards,  dice,  all  put  away — 

And  who  the  deuce  has  walked  off  with  the  tray  ? 

That  things  “break  of  themselves”  each  housemaid 
knows ; 

They  set  themselves  to  rights,  too,  I  suppose ; 

Or  have  I  my  mesmeric  self  to  thank. 

Like  la  Sonnambula,  who  walks  the  plank. 

Perhaps  to  do  my  work  some  kindly  fairy. 

Like  a  policeman,  came  down  by  the  area. 

But,  soft !  my  feelings  of  surprise  I’ll  smother, 

That  heavy  tread  announces  my  step-mother. 

[She  takes  up  bellows  and  begins  to  blow  the  fire.  The  embers  blaze. 

She  sings. 

I  must  put  the  kettle  on. 

I  must  put  the  kettle  on. 

I  must  put  the  kettle  on. 

And  make  their  tea. 

Enter  Baroness,  Patchoulia,  and  Rondeletia,  Door,  L.c. 

Baroness.  You  idle,  impudent,  audacious  thing ! 

Before  you  have  done  your  work,  how  dare  you  sing  ? 
Pat.  A  saucy  minx  !  to  work  she’ll  never  settle — 

Cin.  Please,  ma’am,  it  wasn’t  me,  it  was  the  kettle, 

Ron.  When  you  sing,  sing  in  tune,  miss,  if  you  please — 

Cin.  How  can  I,  when  you  won’t  give  me  the  keys  ? 

[Bell  rings. 

Baroness.  Do  you  hear  that  ? 

Cin.  I  do,  alas !  too  well — 

Tho’  I  can’t  answer  them,  I  can  the  bell. 

No  wonder  that  I  am  dull,  for  I  may  say, 

I’m  a  real  maid  of  all  work,  and  no  play.  [Exit,  R.  I.  R. 
Pat.  I  can’t  think  how  it  is,  she  has  no  master, 

Yet  picks  up  our  accomplishments  the  faster. 

Baroness.  How  can  a  natural  like  her  he  sharp  ? 

Ron.  The  other  day  I  caught  her  at  my  harp. 

Pat.  I  know ;  ’twas  after  one  of  last  week’s  balls, 

She  said  she  “  dreamt  she  dwelt  in  marble  lialls.’* 
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Ron.  TUo’  she  declares  of  work  her  hands  are  full. 

She’s  done  a  set  of  rugs  in  Berlin  wool — 

Besides  a  cover  for  the  kitchen  table, 

Pat.  And  painted  a  large  fresco  in  the  stable ! 

Re-enter  Cinderella,  r.  i.  e. 

Baroness.  Where’s  breakfast,  eh  ?  ( Crosses  R.) 

Cin.  Please,  ma’am,  the  milkman  begs 

To  say,  till  you  shell  out,  he’ll  stop  the  eggs. 

Of  ready  cash  the  butcher  makes  a  point, 

The  Tariff’s  put  the  times  so  “  out  of  joint.” 

The  baker  hope’s  you’ll  pay  for  what  you  want. 

By  a  new  Bill  he  can’t  increase  the  grant.  (Gives  bills.) 
Baroness.  What  insolence !  I’ll  read  them  when  I’m  able — 
Pat.  This  day  six  months !  Let  them  lie  on  the  table. 
Baroness.  Or  better  still — ( tears  them  and  throws  doton  frag¬ 
ments),  brush  hence  these  dunning  letters ! 
Cin.  ( Sweeping  them  awag.)  Broom’s  Sweeping  Act,  for 
“  Relief  of  Small  Debtoi’s.” 

Bon.  But  where’s  papa  ? 

Baroness.  As  usual,  ill,  my  dear !  (Crosses  c.( 

He  calls  it  ailing,  but  I  call  it  “  beer.” 

Last  night,  once  more,  the  brute,  to  whom  I’m  mated, 
Lowered  himself  by  being  elevated. 

Pat.  What,  screw’d  again  ? 

Baroness.  (In  great  surprise.)  My  love!  what’s  that  you  say? 

Where  do  you  learn  such  low  expressions,  eh  ? 

Pat.  Please,  ma’,  ’twas  Cinderella  told  me  so. 

Cin.  Oh,  sister,  where  do  you  expect  to  go  ? 

Baroness.  (Looking  off.)  He  comes ! 

Cin.  An  emblem  of  his  own  estate — 

Broke  down,  with  tott’ring  style  and  unhinged  gait ! 
Baroness.  Come  girls,  we  will  not  countenance  his  failing. 

[Exeunt  L.  d. 

Cin.  His  style  and  gait  would  but  provoke  her  railing. 

Enter  Baron  Soldoff,  looking  very  seedy,  in  night  cap,  morning 
gown,  and  slippers,  r.  i.  e. 

DUET. — Baron  and  Cinderella. 

Air. — “  Faint  and  wearily  the  wayioorn  Traveller 

Faint  and  seedily  the  o’er  night  reveller, 

Walks  unsteadily,  and  fit  to  drop, 

Craving  greedily  a  biscuit — devil,  or 

Drinking  soda  water,  as  if  he’d  never  stop. 
Doubting,  fearing, 

While  his  head  he’s  queer  in. 

If  his  wife  be  near  him, 

She  may  on  him  drop. 

Soberly  then,  the  worn  out  reveller 
Vows  to  turn  tee-totaller,  and  stick  to  pop. 
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Cin.  Will  you  take  breakfast,  sir  ? 

Bar.  (Shudders.)  Oh,  no,  my  daughter. 

Cin.  No  doubt  you’d  like  a  little  soda  water. 

[She  gives  him  soda  water.  A  tremendous  knock  and  ring.  Great 
commotion  and  many  voices  heard.  They  start. 

Bar.  Gracious!  what’s  that?  The  court  yard’s  in  com¬ 
motion — 

Cin.  What  that  peal  means  I’ve  not  the  slightest  notion. 
Bar.  If  it’s  a  dun,  his  money  come  to  seek. 

I’m  not  at  home — and  shan’t  be  for  a  week. 

[Exit  Cinderella,  c.  d. 
Each  knock  upsets  me  now  like  anything, 

And  every  tell  pull’s  a  galvanic  ring. 

Re-enter  Cinderella,  c.  d. 

Cin.  Oh,  here’s  a  go !  They’re  coming ! 

Bar.  Who  are  they  ? 

Cin.  Such  a  turn  out ! 

Bar.  An  execution,  eh  ? 

Cin.  The  court  yard’s  filled  with  officers — 

Bar.  I  know. 

With  sheriff’s  officers  (d  la  Vandenhoff).  Oh,  woe ! 
woe!  woe! 

“  Calamity  hath  fallen  on  my  head.” 

Go  on — the  sheriff’s  officers,  you  said. 

Cin.  No ;  one  of  them,  who  looked  at  me  so  hard, 

Begged  me  to  take  his  compliments  and  this  card : 

[Gives  card. 

I  was  to  say,  last  night  he  saw  you  home. 

Bar .  (Beading  card.)  Prince  Bodolph  !  why,  how  early  he 
has  come. 

Cin.  Has  he  been  issuing  railway  shares  at  all  ? 

If  so,  he’s  sure  to  make  an  early  call. 

Bar.  Go,  tell  the  Baroness,  I  must  change  my  dress. 

Cin .  Well,  sir,  I  think  you’d  better,  I  confess. 

[Exit  Baron,  r.  i.  e. 

I’ll  go  and  clean  myself ;  altho’  a  lord,  he 
May  have  a  taste  for  what  is  neat,  not  gaudy. 

[Exit,  L.  D. 

Enter  Prince  Rodolph,  c.  d. 

Music.— -Recitative. 

From  Cinderella. 

Ali  around  is  silent !  the  family  have  cut  their  sticks. 
Thus  fivr  into  the  bowels  of  the  house 
Have  I  marched  on  without  impediment. 

Where’s  the  footman  ? 

The  Baron  must  have  sold  me. 
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And  within  this  old  mansion, 

Besides  nought  but  rats,  mice,  and  spiders. 

Yet  the  Blue  Book,  corrected  up  to  April, 

Informs  me  this  is  the  house. 

By  Jove,  ’tis  humbug, 

I’m  not  used  to  this  treatment. 

Roundlv  I’ll  rate  the  Baron,  when  I  catch  him. 

«/  * 

How’s  this  ?  received  without  the  sligliest  flare  up  ? 
This  note  shall  call  my  valet,  Capillaire,  up  ? 

[Blows  a  mail  coach  note  on  his  bugle,  which  is  answered  somewhat 
discordantly  in  a  different  call. 

Such  discord  is  enough  to  split  my  drums ! 

This  ear  can’t  stand  that  air  !  Oh,  here  he  comes. 

Capillaire  steals  on  to  a  mel  os,  from  the  “Wreck  Ashore,"  c. 

Cap.  The  Baron  hasn’t  got  one  servant  here ; 

He  keeps  no  porter,  tho’  so  loud  of  beer, 
j Rod.  Can’st  keep  a  secret  ?  speak,  no  shilly-shally. 

Cap.  I  can,  sir ;  I’m  a  deep  and  silent  valet. 

Hod.  List.  As  the  song  says,  “  I  should  like  to  marry.” 
Cap.  Then  advertise  next  week. 

Hod.  Go  to  Old  Harry! 

I’d  be  loved  for  myself,  myself  alone, 

Not  for  my  three  per  cents,  or  ducal  throne. 

To  try  the  ladies,  I  intend  to  woo. 

Not  in  my  own  dress,  but  disguised  as  you. 

Cap.  I  ask  your  pardon,  sir,  but  then  you  see 

Ycai’d  be  beloved,  not  for  yourself,  but  me. 

But  I’ll  attempt  to  keep  up  your  character — 

They  tell  me  I’m  a  tolerable  actor. 

Hod.  If  in  my  clothes  you  look  a  prince,  I  know 
“The  force  of  habit  can  no  further  go.” 

’Tis  a  romantic  fit — 

Cap.  My  five  feet  three 

Make  it  an  wiromantic  fit  for  me. 

But,  who  knows  ?  p’raps  one  of  this  Baron’s  darters 
May  take  a  fancy  to — my  stars  and  garters  ! 

Rodolph,  unclasping  his  cloak  and  taking  off  his  cap  heroically. 
Hod.  Could  every  prince  his  habits  change  like  mine! — 

It  strikes  me  that  reflection’s  very  fine. 

DUET. — Rodolph  and  Capillaire. 

Air. — “  Drink  of  this  Cup.” 

Hod.  Put  on  this  cap,  you’ll  find  you  look  well  in  it, 

Folks  will  suppose  you’re  a  person  of  quality, 
Talk  of  the  patents  made  out  by  the  heralds! 

They  are  all  humbug,  but  this  is  reality. 
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[Catillaire  goes  out  with  cloak,  cap,  orders,  c.,  &c.  Rodolph  is  left 
alone.  Cinderella  comes  running  on,  l.  d.,  not  seeing  him. 

Cin.  I  am  out  of  breath !  I  was  almost  too  late 
To  catch  the  man  we  always  hire  to  wait. 

Ma’s  train  I’ve  mended — didn’t  I  take  long  stitches  ? 
And  then  made  up  the  rent  in  Pa’s  court — continua¬ 
tions — 

Put  up  Miss  Rondeletia’s  back  hair, 

With  my  own  out  of  curl  (to  audience ).  Now  is  that 
fair  ? 

Rod.  ( Coming  forward.)  Most  fair,  my  fairest! 

(Ta/ces  hold  of  a  loch  of  her  hair).  With  such  curls 
as  these — 

Cin.  (Drawing  up.)  No  liberties  with  me,  sir,  if  you  please. 
Tho’  poor,  I’m  virtuous — deaf  to  every  charmer. 

The  acknowledged  heroine  of  domestic  drama. 

[The  Prince  is  about  to  kneel. 

Back. !  Tho’  a  maid  of  all-work,  I  refuse 
Your  offers.  I’ve  a  character  to  lose! 

Rod.  Nay,  fear  not  that;  believe  me,  there’d  be  few 
Not  glad  to  write  a  character  for  you. 

Don’t  be  alarmed,  were  my  love  e’er  so  fervent, 

I’d  still  be  your  obedient,  humble  servant. 

[A  miserable-looking  trombone  player  and  drummer  appear  in  the 
gallery  and  play  a  short  alarum. 

Rod.  "What  means  this  bad  tromboning  and  worse  drumming  ? 
Cin.  The  Baron’s  band.  The  family  are  coming. 

The  Baron,  Baroness  Rondeletia,  and  Patchoulia  appear  at  the 
door,  in  c.  The  Baron  pompously  announces  himself. 

Bar.  The  Baron  Soldoff,  Baroness,  and  Misses  ! 

I  thought  the  Prince  was  here  ! 

(To  Cinderella.)  Tell  me  who  this  is  ? 

Rod.  (bowing.)  I’m  but  a  humble  servant  of  his  Highness. 
Bar.  Where  is  he  ? 

Rod.  Sir,  he  waits  down  stairs  from  shyness. 

Bar.  Give  him  the  Baron’s  compliments,  who  begs, 

To  this  poor  hall  he’ll  stir  his  princely  pegs. 

[Exit  Rodolph,  bowing,  c. 

(To  musicians.)  Now  change  your  costumes,  quick  as 
you  are  able, 

And  be  in  readiness  to  wait  at  table. 

Here  are  the  pantry  keys  (throws  them  up),  and  there 
the  cellar’s, 

Now  try  and  look  distingue ,  that’s  good  fellows. 

[Exeunt  musicians,  l. 

Baroness.  What  will  the  Browns  say  when  this  visit’s  told  of  ? 
’Tis  a  new  era  for  the  house  of  Soldoff! 
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QUARTETTE, — The  Baron,  Baroness,  Cinderella,  and 

Patchoulia. 

Air. — «  The  Campbells  are  coming .” 

The  Prince  is  a  coming,  oh  dear,  oh  dear, 

The  Prince  is  a  coming,  oh  dear. 

The  Prince  is  a  coming,  with  piping  and  drumming, 
The  Prince  is  a  coming,  oh  dear,  oh  dear  ! 

[A  grand  inarch.  Some  hunters  appenr  marching  in  at  the  door,  c., 
wlien  Capillaire,  in  the  ducal  cap,  puts  his  head  in  at  the  entrance 
and  shouts. 

Cap.  Hold  hard!  ( music  and  procession  stop).  Come  back, 
you  muffs,  that’s  not  correct, 

You’re  spoiling  a  magnificent  effect ; 

Down  those  two  staircases  you’ve  got  to  go, 

A  la  “  The  Daughter  of  St.  Mark,”  you  know. 

[They  retire,  c. 

Bar.  That  was  the  Prince  who  showed  his  face  just  now. 
Baroness.  What  a  fine  voice ! 

Bon.  What  eyes ! 

Bat.  And  what  a  brow  ! 

Cin.  (Aside.)  To  my  min  1,  as  a  casual  spectator. 

If  that’s  the  Prince,  lie’s  very  like  a  Waiter. 


[ March  begins  again.  A  grand  procession  enters  the  gallery,  and  de¬ 
ploying  in  the  centre,  proceeds  down  the  two  staircases  simultane¬ 
ously.  °  Pages  with  hawks  on  their  wrists.  Hunters  with  dead 
game  deer,  herons,  wild  ducks,  <fcc.  Men  at  arms.  Banners  with 
the  Prince’s  arms,  &c.  Ladies  and  Cavaliers.  Flower  girls  strewing 
flowers.  Rodolph  with  wand.  Capillaire  as  the  Prince.  His 
train  held  up  by  two  diminutive  Pages.  (As  soon  as  he  reaches  the 
stage,  advancing  to  the  front,  is  almost  tripped  up  by  the  Pages  mis¬ 
managing  his  train.  He  turns  round  sharply.) 

Cap.  If  you  do  that  again  you’ll  get  a  whipping ; 

It  won’t  do  for  a  duke  to  be  caught  tripping. 

Let  our  train  go. 

[Some  of  the  procession  are  moving  off,  r. 

What  are  you  at  ?  Dear,  dear ! 

We  don’t  mean  that  train  there,  but  this  train  here. 
(Pointing  to  the  train  of  his  robe,  the  Pages  leave  their  hold  of  it.) 

Bar.  This  princely  visit  is  a  condescension — 

Cap.  Now  don’t — 

Baroness.  (Curtseying).  A  grace  to  which  we’ve  no  pretension. 

Cap.  Bless  me ! 

Bat.  (Curtseying).  An  honour  not  to  be  believed. 

Cap.  Oh,  Lord! 

Bat.  (Curtseying).  A  favour  thankfully  received. 
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{Bowing  again).  This  princely  visit. 

{Impatiently).  You’ve  said  that  before. 

Gammon !  We  know  we’re  a  tremendous  bore. 

We’re  a  plain  man,  and  don’t  like  all  this  fuss. 

Accept  our  game,  and  don’t  make  game  of  us. 

(Looking  about  him.) 

Well,  Baron,  these  are  comfortable  quarters, 

(Examining  Rondeletia  and  Patchouli  a.) 

And  you  hang  out  two,  two  very  “  plummy”  daughters. 
What  wit ! 

What  humour  ? 

( Aside) .  And  what  language — “  plummy !” 

We  like  your  wife  too.  Tho’  not  young  she’s  “  crummy.” 
{Aside).  And  “crummy,”  too.  Well,  these  are  odd 
words,  very ! 

I’m  sure  they’re  not  in  Johnson’s  Dictionary. 

Attendant  throws  open  the  door,  L. 

Attendant.  Wittles  is  on  the  table. 

Bar.  {Interrupting  him?)  Hush!  you  lout, 

He  means,  your  Grace,  the  banquet  waits  without. 

If  at  our  humble  board  you’ll  deign  to  sit  ? 

Cap.  Oh,  I’m  not  proud.  I’ll  peck  a  little  bit. 

Bar.  For  your  attendants — 

Cap.  Don’t  mind  them  at  all, 

Stick  the  low  fellows  in  the  servant’s  hall. 

Bar.  {Presenting  the  Baroness  for  Capillaire  to  talce  to 
dinner.)  My  wife. 

Cap.  No,  no,  old  chap,  you  take  the  mother, 

Young’uns  forme  {taJces  Patcitoulia under  one  arm). 
Here’s  one,  {takes  Rondeletia),  and  here’s  another. 

[As  they  are  going  out,  l.,  the  Prince,  forgetting  himself,  passes 

before  Capillaire. 

Cap.  Halloa!  where  are  you  shoving  to,  you  scrub? 

Now  for  pot-luck,  and  woe  betide  the  grub. 


Bar. 

Cap. 


Bon. 

Pat. 

Gin. 

Cap. 

Cin. 


QUINTETT. — "  Heiterer  Sinn  Polka?' 

Prince,  Capillaire,  Baron,  DUET. — Cinderella  and 
Baroness,  and  Patchottlia.  Prince. 


Bar.  Come,  thedinner’s  waiting. 
When  a  prince  we’refeti  ng, 
We  should  not  be  prating, 
But  at  once  away. 

Pat.  What  a  situation. 

For  congratulation. 

To  one  in  my  station, 
Spare  my  blushes,  pray. 


To  the  feast  they  are  going, 
We’ll  stay  here. 

Never  fear 
Love’s  our  cheer. 

Tho’  the  claret’s  flowing, 
What  is  mere 
Wine  or  beer? 

We’ll  stay  here. 
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QUART  ETT. 

Baron,  Baroness,  Cinderella,  and  Capillaiee.’ 

Come  readily,  readily,  readily. 

Eat  steadily,  steadily,  steadily, 

Pledge  cheerfully,  cheerfully,  cheerfully. 

Drink  fearfully,  fearfully,  fearfully. 

ENSEMBLE. — Da  Capo. 

Come,  the  dinner’s  waiting,  &c. 

(General  movement  and  close  in.)  [Exit  polking. 


SCENE  IV. 

A  Terrace  with  a  view  of  the  Baron’s  House.  r.  I.  e. 

Enter  Prince  Rodolph. 

Rod.  Clothes  make  the  man,  and  since  I’ve  had  this  dress  on 
I  have  received  “  an  awful  moral  lesson.” 

I’ll  trounce  that  saucy  rascal,  Capillaire, 

He  ordered  me  to  stand  behind  his  chair  ! 

And  when  I  hinted  that  my  rank  he  shammed, 

He  called  me  John,  and  said,  I  might  be  hanged. 

Here  comes  the  youngest  child.  I  see  quite  well 
They  don’t  consider  her  a  dinner  belle.  [ Retires  up. 

Enter  ClTnyET3.Ei,i&,zoithplate-basket  and  jug  of  hot  water,  R.I.E. 

Cin.  Oh,  dear,  that  Prince  is  such  a  one  for  chaffing, 

Dindn’t  ma’  scold  me,  when  I  burst  out  laughing? 

[Takes  spoons  from  basket,  dips  them  in  water,  and  begins  too  sco  r 

them. 

Won’t  our  six  spoons  do  lots  of  work  to-day  ? 

We  make  a  little  plate  go  a  great  way. 

Rod.  ( Advancing ).  My  duck  ? 

Cin.  (Alarmed).  Oh  gracious ! 

Rod.  ( Sinking  on  one  knee) .  I  would  crave  a  boon. 

Let  me  assist  you  ? 

Cin.  (Looking  in  basket).  Here’s  the  biggest  spoon ! 

Rod.  My  little  favourite. 

Ciu.  Oh,  you’re  too  late. 

The  favourite  has  entered  for  the  plate.  (Cleans  spoons.) 
We’re  short  of  silver,  as  a  last  resource, 

We  clean  the  soup  spoons  for  the  second  course. 

Rod.  How  she  obeys  her  stern  papa’s  commands ! 

Oh,  would  I  were  a  spoon  in  those  fair  hands  ! 

Cin.  If  to  take  liberties  you  dared  endeavour, 

I’d  polish  you  off  in  no  time  whatever. 


Rod. 

Cin. 
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I  am  not  what  I  seem. 

Oh,  don’t  say  so. 

You  seem  a  nice  young  man,  as  young  men  go. 

I  must  be  off. 

Rod.  No — must  you  ?  What  a  bore. 

Cin.  Adieu ! 

Rod.  Adieu !  Pray  make  it  “  au  revoirf 

Cin.  You  can’t  think  how  the  family  ill-treat  me, 

If  I  stayed  here,  they’d  bully,  and  perhaps  beat  me. 

DUET. — La  ci  darem. 

Prince  and  Cinderella. 

Rod.  Thou  chid  by  them,  lamb,  ah  no ! 

Let  me  directly  see. 

Who  dares  to  say  you  are  no 
Partner  for  me  ? 

Cin.  For  I,  anon,  for  I 

Must  trim  and  poke  once  more 
The  kitchen  fire,  where  I 
Am  used  to  sit  on  the  floor. 

Rod.  To  your  ma’  I’ll  pen  a  letter. 

Cin.  For  pity,  mad  don’t  set  her. 

Rod.  How  can  you  be  so  haughty  ? 

Cin.  Press  me  no  more  so  forte. 

Rod.  Remain — eh?  Remain — eh? 

Cin.  Am  I,  am  I  insane,  eh  ? 

To  list  so  far  a  strain,  he 

May  have  held  to  twenty,  or  more  ? 

Rod.  Do  I,  do  I  give  pain,  eh  ? 

Oh  list,  my  dear,  the  strain,  I 

"Would  repeat  twenty  times  or  more.  \Exeunt,  L. 

Enter  Rondeletia  and  Patchoulia,  e. 

Rat.  Isn’t  the  Prince  a  dear,  love  ? 

Ron.  Oh !  he’s  charming  l 

Pat.  Such  grace ! 

Ron.  Such  style! 

Pat.  It’s  wondrous ! 

Ron.  It’s  alarming ! 

Pat.  (Aside).  She’s  not  aware  his  hand  to  me  he’s  offered. 
Ron.  (Aside).  She  don’t  know  that  to  me  his  love  he’s 
proffered. 

Pat.  (Aside).  Poor  Rondeletia! 

Ron.  (Aside).  Poor  Patchoulia ! 

Pat.  Well 

Your  dress  becomes  you  more  than  tongue  can  tell. 
(Aside).  I’ll  smooth  her  over. 

Ron.  Your  costume’s  delicious. 
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{Aside).  I’ll  flatter  her. 

Pat.  So  piquante ! 

Ron.  So  judicious! 

Pat.  But  that  dear  Prince  ! 

Ron.  Yes,  isn’t  he  a  duck! 

Pat.  {Aside).  Now  for  the  secret. 

Ron.  {Aside).  Now  to  tell  my  luck. 

Pat.  My  darling  sister,  you  know  how  I  love  you. 

Then  never  set  your  heart  on  one  above  you. 

The  prince  you  must  know,  ’s  made  a  declaration. 

Ron.  I  ought  to  know  it  in  my  situation. 

Pat.  {Aside)  Here  goes  {aside)  He’s  offered  me  his  heart 
and  hand. 

Ron.  You  !  why  he  placed  them  both  at  my  command. 

Pat.  He  popped  to  me  over  the  soup,  Miss  Pert ! 

Ron.  Ah  !  but  he  popped  to  me,  Miss,  at  dessert ! 

Pat.  First  come,  first  served.  Miss,  is  a  rule  contest! 

Ron.  I  beg  your  pardon,  second  thoughts  are  best. 

Pat.  You’re  a  base  woman ! 

Ron.  Silence  !  you  low  creature ! 

Pat.  You’ve  not  one  charm  ! 

Ron.  You  liavn’t  one  good  feature ! 

Pat.  The  would-be  beauty  ! 

Ron.  Oh,  the  precious  Venus ! 

Pat.  I  hate  you. 

Ron.  There’s  no  love,  Miss,  lost  between  us. 

Pat.  Oh,  I  could  tear  your  eyes  out! 

Ron.  Could  you  ?  Try  ? 

Pat.  {Aside)  Oh,  I  could  weep  for  spite. 

Ron.  With  rage  I’ll  cry.  [ Roth  cry. 

Pat.  That  it  would  come  to  this  I  little  thought. 

Ron.  You  ought  to  be  ashamed  Miss,  so  you  ought. 

Enter  Prince  Rodolph,  l. 

Rod.  How’s  this — what,  tears! — Enough  to  float  a  frigate ! 
Pat.  Sir ! 

Ron.  Sir ! 

Rod.  Oh,  it’s  the  valet  they  look  big  at. 

Come,  what’s  the  row? — peace-maker’s  my  capacity. 
Ron.  Low  wretch ! 

Pat.  I  shudder,  man,  at  your  audacity ! 

How  dare  you  interfere  ’twixt  your  superiors  ? 

Rod.  ’Twas  pity  ! 

Ron.  Gracious !  pity  from  inferiors  ! 

Rod.  Nay,  dry  your  eyes,  your  quarrel’s  cause  I’ve  found, 

{Sings)  “Oli,  ’tis  love,  ’tis  love,  ’tis  love  that  makes 
the  world  go  round,” 

The  Prince  is  a  sad  dog,  he’ll  pop  away, 

And  bag  you  ten  and  twenty  hearts  a  day  ; 
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Knocks  ladies  down  like  nine-pins,  with  a  look, 

And,  worst  of  all,  cannot  be  brought  to  book. 

He  shan’t  dim  those  eyes  long,  my  darlings,  shall  he? 
Tat.  Why,  you  mad  flunky ! 

Ton.  Why,  you  maniac  valet ! 

Tat.  Why,  you  impertinent  piece  of  pretension ! 

Ton.  To  call  him  man  would  be  a  condescension. 

A  valet,  paugh !  (going.) 

Tod.  A  clear  case  of  cold  shoulder. 

Tat.  We’ll  have  you  trounced,  e’re  you’re  a  minute  older ! 

[Exeunt  Rondeletia  and  Patchoulia,  r. 

Tod.  (r)  But  listen,  for  a  moment.  No,  they’re  gone, 

Well,  this  is  Cocker’s  old  rule,  “  set  down  one.” 

I  had  no  notion,  while  I  was  genteel, 

How  very  small  indeed  a  man  may  feel. 

I’ve  made  what  Capillaire  calls  a  “  diskivery.” 

I  wonder  what’s  my  value  out  of  livery  ! 

But  here  comes  humble  little  Cinderella : 

I  feel  I  love  her — let’s  see,  shall  I  tell  her  ? 

Enter  CINDERELLA. 

Cin.  I’ve  taken  up  the  coffee,  not  too  soon. 

And  made  all  tidy  for  the  afternoon. 

I  think— 

Tod.  What  do  you  think,  you  little  gipsy  ? 

Cin.  I  think  the  Prince  and  pa’  are  getting  tipsy. 

Tod .  Well,  darling,  here  I  am  again,  you  see. 

Cin.  You  don’t  mean  you  were  waiting  here  for  me? 

Tod.  Yes  but  I  was.  tho’ ;  and  can’t  you  guess  why  ? 

Cin.  You  thought  that  I’d  pop  out  upon  the  sly  ? 

Tod.  I  have  a  secret  for  you — I’m  in  love  ? 

Cin.  (Dolefully)  Who  with? 

Tod.  With  you— fact !  There’s  my  hand  and  glove — 

Do  you  return  my  passion  and  forgive  me  ? 

Cin.  I  never  do  return  what  people  give  me. 

Tod.  Then  keep  my  heart ! 

Cin.  Mine  kicks  up  such  a  bobbery. 

I’ll  give  it  you ;  exchange,  you  know,  ’s  no  robbery. 
Tod.  We’ll  wed  next  week— a  house  I’ll  see  about. 

Cin.  I’d  go  with  you,— but  I’ve  no  Sunday  out. 

Tod.  (Taking  her  hand ,  and  walking  up  and  down  like 
Claude  Melnotte  with  Tauline. 

Say,  dearest,  say,  if  thou  wouldst  have  me  paint 
The  lodging  whither,  but  not  till  we  are  wed. 

The  bus  shall  take  thee — listen— 

Cin.  Oh,  you  love ! 

Tod.  A  cottage,  making  to  external  splendour 

But  small  pretence,  passed  every  half  an  hour 
By  omnibuses  musical  with  cads, 
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Who’d  set  us  down  at  our  own  door.  At  noon 

We’d  dig  our  early  brocoli,  and  wonder 

How  the  slave  trade  could  flourish,  while  the  heavens 

Send  down  such  loads  of  blacks.  We’d  have  no  friends 

That  were  not  jolly ;  no  ambition,  save 

How  to  make  bath  ends  meet.  We’d  keep  no  books, 

’Cause  we’d  pay  ready  cash,  that  we  might  smile 

To  think  how  thoroughly  long  Christmas  bills 

Would  take  the  poetry  out  of  love  like  ours : 

And  when  night  came,  beneath  our  pea-green  arbour 
We’d  guess  whence  came  the  ear- wigs,  that,  like  friends, 
Drop  in  to  tea — while  blazed  the  camphine  light, 

Or  Vesta,  or  some  other  patent  lamp; 

And  all  the  streets  were  echoing  with  the  cries 
Of  orange  girls,  and  music  from  cracked  flutes, 

And  murmurs  of  low  organs  that  grind  forth 
One  endless  Polka !  Dost  thou  like  the  picture  ? 

Cin.  Oh,  don’t  I,  just !  Lord,  I  could  walk,  and  walk. 

For  ever  so  long,  to  hear  you  talk,  talk,  talk. 

Rod.  Then  we  may  look  upon  the  thing  as  settled  ? 

Cin.  I  won’t  ask  about  tin — I’m  too  high  mettled. 

Rod.  You  take  me,  valet  as  I  am  ? 

Cin.  Yes,  slap. 

I’d  take  the  ring  altho’  you’d  not  a  rap. 

Rod.  (Aside)  She’s  Princess  Rodolph  that  is  to  be  ’tis 
plain — 

Farewell  awhile  until  we  meet  again. 

[Exeunt  severally. 

SCENE  Y. 

Inner  Court  of  the  Baron’s  House,  with  terrace,  vines,  pumpkin,  <fcc. 
Enter  Baron  and  Capillaire,  excited  as  from  dinner ,  L. 
Cap.  Allow  me,  Sir,  all  compliments  to  lump 

In  one  word:  for  a  Baron,  you’re  a  trump. 

Bar.  Pray  don’t  suppose  that  here  our  friendship  ends — 
Come  here  whene’er  you  like,  with  all  your  friends. 
Cap.  N  o,  no,  we’ve  no  intention  so  extensive ; 

We  know  that  princely  visits  come  expensive. 

Bar.  Which  of  my  girls  now  do  you  like  the  most? 

Cap.  I’m  puzzled  to  say  which,  my  worthy  host : 

First  towards  one,  and  tow’rds  the  other  trimming, 

I  vote  them  both  uncommonly  fine  women. 

Bar.  (Significantly)  You’d  like  to  marry  one? 

Cap.  I’m  nothing  loth. 

Bar.  Which  ? 

Cap.  I  don’t  know,  but  I’ve  proposed  to  both. 

Bar.  How  to  decide  ? 

Cap.  Oh,  any  way  that’s  proper. 

We’ll  go  the  odd  man  out,  or  sky  a  copper. 
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Hush  !  here  they  come,  their  looks  portend  a  squall. 

I’ll  make  all  smooth — I’ll  ask  ’em  to  a  ball. 

Enter  Patchoulia  and  Rondeletia.  l. 

We’re  sorry  on  your  tete-a-tete  to  break, 

But  we’re  afraid  here’s  been  a  slight  mistake. 

You  offered  me  your  hand. 

No,  sister,  me ! 

I  offered  one  to  each,  and  here  they  be.  ( Gives  hand  to  ■ 
each ) 

No  man  on  earth  could  help  it  that  has  seen  you, 

After  the  ball,  to-night,  I’ll  choose  between  you. 

A  ball? 

To-night  ? 

A  fancy  ball,  Sir  ? 

Nay, 

Once  ’twas  called  fancy,  now  ’tis  “costume.” 

Would  his  grace  say  what  costume  he  prefers? 

Well,  perhaps,  the  best  would  be  a  debardeur's. 

A  debar — what  ? 

A  spicy  dress  you’ll  see. 

I  hope  it’s  not  improper. 

Trust  to  me 

But,  Sire,  my  daughters  can’t  wear  breeches! 

Can’t  they  ? 

They’re  just  the  things  you’d  like  to  wear,  girls,  ar’nt 
they  ? 

SON  G. — Patchoulia. 

“ Invitation  to  the  Ball” — Gustavus. 

Oh,  pa !  do  let  us  go. 

Oh,  pa!  do  let  us  go. 

To  such  an  invitation  don’t  say  “  no.” 

You  know  it’s  not  a  masquerade  that’s  given  to-night. 
Amongst  the  prince’s  set  we’re  sure  to  be  all  right. 

He’s  so  polite, 

’Twould  not  be  right, 

To  throw  away 
This  chance  to  night. 

’Twill  be  so  nice. 

Champagne  and  ice. 

We’ll  win  all  hearts,  Sir, 

In  a  trice. 

Tho’  gone  the  polka’s  merry  round, 

Some  other  dance  will  soon  be  found, 

In  which  we  may 
Our  grace  display. 

And  take  some  steps, 

The  men  to  slay. 

He’s  so  polite,  &c. 
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You  know  you’ll  get  your  whist  and  tea. 

And  with  parental  pride  you’ll  see 
Your  daughters  in  society, 

And  hooked  his  highness  soon  will  be ! 

[Exeunt  to  air. 

'Enter  Cinderella  with  a  large  jug — she  rests  herself  on  the 

edge  of  the  well. 

Cin.  My  young  man’s  told  me  all  about  the  ball, 

But  I’ve  no  hope  of  getting  there  at  all. 

My  sisters  dance  the  Polka — well  they  may. 

For  twice  a  week  they’ve  lessons  from  Miss  Rae. 

I’d  learn  in  half  the  time,  but  I’ve  no  chance, 
Attendance  is  the  only  thing  I  dance. 

Two  sweet  costumes  the  prince  is  going  to  bring  ’em, 
I’ve  nothing  but  my  “  serviceable  gingham.” 

Sis.  ( Without ,  E.  and  L.  on  opposite  sides )  Cinderella! 
Cinderella! 

Cin.  Ah,  there  they  go — ■“  Coining,”  as  waiters  say. 

[Sisters  call  again,  Cinderella  stands  perplexed. 
Cin.  I’m  like  the  ass  between  the  two  loads  of  hay. 

Enter  Patchoulia  r.  and  Rondeletia  l  .from  opposite  sides. 

Eat.  Why  do’nt  you  come  ? 

R on.  Am  I  to  wait  for  you  ? 

Cin.  I  never  heard  no  bell. 

Fat.  You  never  do. 

Ron.  I  want  my  hair  dressed. 

Fat.  I  my  boddice  laced. 

You  have  a  sort  of  what  one  may  call  taste. 

Cin.  Oh,  I  am  so  tired. 

Pat.  The  trouble  you  would  shirk, 

There  is  no  pleasure,  girl,  like  constant  work. 

Cin.  Then  what  unhappy  creatures  you  must  be  ! 

Fat.  Why  so  ? 

Cin.  Because  you  never  work,  you  see. 

Ron.  Each  piece  of  sauciness  the  last  surpasses, 

Pat.  This  comes  of  education  for  the  masses. 

Some  feeling  of  your  station  pray  evince,  [a  Tcnoclc. 
Mind,  we’re  at  home  to  no  one  but  the  Prince. 

Cinderella  opens  the  door.  Enter  the  Fairy  as  an  old 

woman. 

Ron.  What  does  this  person  want  ? 

Fai.  Alack !  alack ! 

I  carry  four  score  years  upon  my  back ! 

I  hold  towards  your  house  that  wretched  station, 

Called  in  society  “  a  poor  relation.” 

Pat.  We’ve  nothing  for  you,  so  you’d  better  troop. 

Ron.  Stay,  give  her  this.  [ Gives  ticket, 

Cin.  ( Reads  card)  A  ticket  for  some  soup. 
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Pat.  If  you  are  an  impostor,  best  take  care. 

They’ll  find  you  out,  ma’am,  in  Red  Lion  Square. 
Beyond  the  gate,  Miss,  you’ll  please  to  escort  her. 

Ron.  Mind,  when  we  ring,  it  is  for  the  warm  water. 

[Exeunt  Sisters  severally. 

Cin.  Well,  thank  my  stars,  if  I  do  live  down  stairs, 

My  heart  is  in  a  better  place  than  theirs. 

Go  to  the  kitchen,  my  good  dame — I’ll  see 
And  make  for  you  a  nice  cup  of  warm  tea. 

Fax.  Your  sisters  may  be  better  dressed  than  you, 

But  handsome  are,  my  dear,  as  handsome  do. 

[Exit  Fairt,  door. 

Cin.  Left  all  alone !  I  might  as  well  be  made 
The  Beadle  of  the  Exeter  Arcade. 

But  it’s  no  use  to  fret — bother  the  ball, 

I  shall  be  best  at  home  here  after  all. 

SONG.— “  Home,  Sweet  Home.” 

Air. — “  Gee,  oh,  Dobbin .” 

’Mid  pleasures  and  palaces  tho’  we  may  roam. 

Be  it  never  so  humble,  there’s  no  place  like  home. 

A  charm  from  the  skies  seem  to  hallow  it  there. 

Which,  tlio’  it’s  a  kitchen,  you’ll  not  meet  elsewhere. 

Sing,  Gee,  ho,  Dobbin. 

An  exile  from  home,  pleasure  dazzles  in  vain, 

Oh,  give  me  my  damp  stone-paved  kitchen  again — 

The  sink,  and  the  dresser,  and  fire-place  and  all, 

Give  me  them  and  my  own  valet,  dearer  than  all. 

Gee,  ho,  Dobbin. 

Now  then  to  draw  some  water — I  declare 
That  I  could  kick  the  bucket  for  despair. 

[Lets  down  the  bucket  aud  begins  to  wind  it  up. 

I  never  felt  a  pailful  such  a  weight — 

The  water’s  heavy  as  the  water  rate. 

j  Music.  As  the  bucket  reaches  the  top  of  the  well,  Rumpelstiltskin, 
in  the  shape  of  a  large  frog,  hops  out  of  it  on  the  stage.  Cinde¬ 
rella  screams,  and  runs  away.  Frog  pursues  her,  to  the  air,  “Froggy 
would  a  wooing  go.”  He  chases  her  into  a  coiner,  gets  up  on  his 
hind  legs,  bowing. 

Cin.  Keep  off,  you  nasty,  dirty,  slimy  thing ! 

Rum.  Come,  don’t  be  proud,  my  sweet :  accept  this  ring. 

[Offers  a  ring. 

Civ.  Are  you  the  toad,  that  Mr.  Shakspere  said, 

“  Tho’  ugly,  wears  a  jewel  in  his  head  ?” 

Rum.  Whate’er  I  be,  my  love  for  you,  my  belle, 

Is  truth,  come  from  the  bottom  of  a  well. 

Cin.  That  truth  lies  in  a  well,  I’ve  heard  before ; 

Perhaps  that’s  why  they  call  a  well  “  a  bore.” 
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Rum.  This  shape  annoys  you ;  shall  I  change  my  togs  ? 

Cin.  I  own  I  don’t  admire  a  suit  with  frogs. 

[Music.  He  changes  to  a  gnome,  dressed  like  Perrot,  in  “Eoline,”and 

dances  grotesquely. 

Rum.  Now,  if  you’d  know  my  name  when  I’m  at  home, 

I’m  Itumpelstiltskin,  the  great  German  gnome. 

Cin.  I  like  that  suit  as  little  as  the  other : 

Leave  me  alone,  sir,  or  I’ll  call  my  mother. 

(Carriage  is  heard  to  drive  off.) 

Rum.  Hark  !  there  they  go !  You  know  your  mother’s  out. 
I’ve  loved  you  long :  yield !  ’tis  no  use  to  shout. 

[She  runs  about  screaming,  Rom.  following  her.  Enter  the  Fairy 
(door),  and  holds  up  her  crutch.  Rum.  seizes  the  cover  ot'  the  well, 
und  holds  it  up  as  a  defence. 

Fai.  Impudent  guome !  dare  you  my  crutch  defy  ? 

[Gnome  sinks  under  cover  of  well-top. 
Cin.  Now,  I  may  say,  I’ve  witnessed  the  Gnome  fly ! 

Fai.  Henceforth,  my  child,  when  your  mamma’s  abuseful, 
Tell  her  that  “  poor  relations”  may  be  useful. 

Cin.  Excuse  me  if  I  ask  you  what  you  are  ? 

[Fairy’s  clothes  change. 

Fai.  I  am,  my  child,  your  fairy  god-mamma. 

Come,  now,  confess!  You’d  like  to  see  the  ball ? 

Cin.  I  rather  think  1  should. 

Fai.  Then  go  you  shall. 

Cin.  But  I’d  not  go  on  foot,  like  a  mere  bumpkin ! 

And  I’ve  no  carriage. 

Fai.  Gather  me  that  pumpkin. 

[Music.  Cinderella  gathers  pumpkin. 
Now  for  some  lizards:  fly,  quick  as  an  arrow. 

Cin.  There’s  lots  among  the  vegetable  marrow. 

[Gets  lizards. 

Fai.  Now  for  your  coachman.  I  must  have  a  rat. 

Cin.  There’ll  be  no  difficulty  about  that : 

Somewhere  about  the  place  I  know  there’s  one 
Left  from  the  stock  we  caught  for  Whittington. 

[Brings  trap  with  rat.  Fairy  puts  rat  on  pumpkin. 
Fai.  Now  for  your  horses, — catch  me  four  line  mice. 

Cin.  Oh  ! — those,  ma’am,  I  can  get  you  in  a  trice. 

[Brings  mousetrap.  Fairy  puts  mice  behind  pumpkin. 
Fai.  Now  there’s  an  equipage,  such  as  no  maker — 

Not  Houlditch  e’en,  e’er  turned  out  from  Long  Acre. 
Cin.  An  equipage  :  mice,  pumpkin,  lizards,  rat, 

Not  e’en  Queen  Mab  could  go  to  court  in  that. 
Impossible !  But  nothing’s  so  they  say — 

Hungcrford  Bridge  was  opened  t’other  day. 

Fai.  Ho !  darkness  visible !  Why,  how  you  start ! 

[St  age  darkens 
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Light’s  inconsistent,  girl,  with  my  black  art ! 

“  Put  out  the  light,  and  then — ” 

Cin.  Put  out  the  light ! 

What  are  you  after  ?  I’m  in  such  a  fright ! 

Fai.  (To  audience)  Don’t  be  alarmed,  ’twill  only  last  a 
minute. 

It  looks  terrific,  but  there’s  nothing  in  it. 

[The  stage  becomes  quite  dark.  Transformation  takes  place  by  means 
of  dissolving  views.  Then  light,  coach,  &c.,  are  seen. 

Cin.  When  to  the  palace  in  that  coach  I  come. 

They’ll  let  me  in  ;  they'll  fancy  it’s  “  Tom  Thumb.” 
Fai.  What  costume  would  you  like  ? 

Cin.  That  charming  valet 

Has  such  a  predilection  for  the  ballet. 

Were  he  to  choose,  ’twould  be  some  dress  I  know. 

Of  Ellsler,  Lucille  Grahn,  or  Cerito. 

[Music.  Cinderella’s  dress  changes  to  a  ballet-dancer’s,  she 

pirouettes. 

Fai.  Mind,  if  the  petticoats  be  somewhat  short — 
Eemember,  its  your  choice,  not  mine. 

Cin.  (Jumping  into  coach)  To  court ! 

Fai.  Don’t  stop  a  second  after  twelve  to-night, 

For  then  the  spell  dissolves. 

Cin.  Drive  on — all  right ! 

Gnome  appears. 

Hum.  T  claim  your  hand  for  the  first  six  quadrilles ! 

Fai.  Back  !  or  be  crush’d  beneath  the  chariot  wheels ! 

JRum.  ’Tis  not  the  first  time  I  your  spells  have  marr’d. 

Fai.  Ha!  is  it  so?  Appear,  my  Fairy  Guard  ! 

Surround  the  coach,  watch  over  mv  god-daughter. 
Spite  of  the  Gnome,  safe  to  the  ball  escort  her ! 

Fairies  appear,  and  repulse  Rumpelstiltskin. 

Hum.  Foiled  !  ho,  magnetic  fluids  to  my  aid  ! 

A  time  will  come — look  to  the  clock,  fair  maid ! 

[Coach  drives  off.  Scene  opens,  and  discovers  Fairies,  &c.,  grouped 

for  Tableau. 


SCENE  YI. 

Entrance  hall  of  the  palace,  l.  to  b.  Servants  rush  across  the  stape, 
carrying  various  articles  of  plate,  furniture,  &c. 

Enter  Seneschal. 

Sen.  Order  !  The  word  seems  heathen  Greek  to  you ; 

Order !  and  hear  what  each  one  has  to  do. 

(To  Butler.)  You  ice  the  wine ;  but  mind,  for  any  sake. 

Be  cautious  with  that  ice  from  Wenham  lake ; 

B 
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Like  other  things  from  transatlantic  lands, 

’Tis  given,  they  say,  to  slipping  through  one’s  hands. 

{To  another  servant.)  You,  sir,  receive  the  company  in  the 
hall. 

And  give  a  ticket  for  each  hat  and  shawl. 

( Confidentially  to  him.)  Advise  your  private  friends  to  leave 
the  first — 

In  point  of  hats,  ’tis — “  last  come,  served  the  worst.” 
{To  another.)  The  camphine  lamps  must  your  attention  tax, — 
See  they  don’t  smell,  or  shower  down  the  blacks ; 
When  you’ve  done  that,  at  the  head  table  wait, 

And  mind,  from  time  to  time,  you  count  the  plate. 

{To  another .)  The  orchestra’s  your  care;  and,  when  I  wink. 
Serve  the  professionals  with  lots  of  drink. 

To  announce  the  company  shall  be  my  choice. 

As  Providence  has  blest  me  with  a  voice. 

[Exeunt  Seneschal,  l.  i.  e.,  and  Servants,  r. 
Enter  the  Prince  and  Capillaire,  r.,  in  tlieir  own  dresses. 

Cap.  Most  mighty  prince,  I  hope  you’re  not  offended— 

Tod.  Remember,  sirrah,  now  the  farce  is  ended. 

I’ve  carved  for  my  own  valet,  think  of  that ! 

Cap.  And  I  must  say,  your  highness  cut  it  fat. 

Tod.  I  won’t  deny  you  played  the  Prince  in  style. 

Cap.  It  don’t  come  difficult  after  a  while; 

Give  me  an  inch  of  height — 

Rod.  I  know  quite  well ; 

Give  you  an  inch,  you’re  sure  to  take  an  ell. 

Cap.  In  your  fine  clothes,  sir,  I’ve  seen  quite  enough — 
Between  ourselves,— the  baron’s  an  old  muff? 

Tod.  A  muff  and  a  bore  too. 

Cap.  Yet  I  liked  my  quarters. 

Tod.  Which  did  your  Grace  prefer  of  his  two  daughters  ? 
Cap.  {Tomantically)  Patchoulia’s  glance  still  in  this  bosom 
rankles  ; 

But,  lord,  sir !  look  at  Rondeletia’s  ankles ! 

SON  G. — Capillaire. 

Air.— f{  There's  nae  lucJc  about  the  house. 

She’s  all  my  fancy  painted  her. 

She’s  lovely,  she’s  divine ! 

But  her  heart  it  is  a  Prince’s, 

So  it  never  can  be  mine. 

Yet  loved  I  as  ne’er  valet  loved, 

A  love  without  decay ; 

Oli,  my  heart,  my  heart  is  breaking 
For  Rondeletia. 

Tol  de  rol,  &c. 
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Rod.  Then  you  don’t  love  Patchoulia  ? 

Cap.  Don’t  I  though  ? 

Hear  how  my  feelings  in  that  quarter  go. 

SON  G.— Capillaire. 

Air. — “  Betsy  Baker  T 

Her  dark -brown  hair  is  braided 
O’er  a  brow  of  spotless  white,  sir ; 

Her  full  black  eye  now  languishes. 

Now  flashes  with  delight,  sir! 

That  hair  is  braided  not  for  me ; 

That  eye  is  turned  away,  sir ; 

Yet  my  heart,  my  heart  is  breaking. 

For  the  fair  Patchoulia,  sir. 

Tol  de  rol,  &c. 

Rod.  The  baron  will  be  here  anon ;  then  quick 

Go  like  a  trump,  and  tell  him  our  odd  trick.  [Exit. 

[The  noise  of  a  carriage  heard,  l. 

Cap.  They’re  setting  down !  That  was  a  carriage  roll’d  off. 
Sen.  {. Announcing ,  l.)  The  Baron,  Lady,  and  the  Misses 

Soldoff. 

Enter  Baron,  Baroness,  in  dresses  of  grotesque  and  exaggerated 
splendour,  and  Rondeletia  and  Patchoulia  as  ddbardeurs.  l. 

Bar .  For  this  grand  fete,  accept  our  thanks  most  fervent. 
Bat.  You’re  capitally  made  up  for  a  servant ! 

Baroness.  One  would  suppose  you  always  had  worn  plushes. 
Ron.  {To  Patch.)  His  grace  observes  our  trowsers  !  Spare 
our  blushes. 

Cap.  Oh,  never  mind ;  we’re  used  to  them,  you  know, 

Jullien’s  masqued  balls  have  made  them  comme-il-faut. 
Pat.  One  question  :  have  you  put  the  Polka  down  P 
Cap.  Gammon  !  it’s  more  than  ever  danc’d  in  town. 

It’s  a  mistake  of  the  newspaper  folk  ; 

We’re  going  to  put  down  one  Mr.  Polk. 

By  that  way,  ma’am,  the  ball-room  you  arrive  at. 

[Exeunt  Ladies. 

{Stopping  the  Baron).  I  want  to  talk  with  you,  my 
friend,  in  private. 


Bar. 

Your  highness  does  : 

me  honour. 

Cap. 

Don’t  say  so. 

I’m  not  the  Prince. 

Bar , 

You’re  joking ! 

Cap. 

Am  I,  though  ! 

I’m  the  real  valet ! 

It  was  all  a  flam  ! 

T’other’s  the  Prince — a  mere  valet  de  sham. 
But  never  mind,  old  boy,  I’m  not  to  blame  : 
I’ll  marry  both  your  daughters  all  the  same, 
a  2 
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j Bar.  To  think  that  a  mere  valet  I’ve  been  feting  ! 
Cap.  No  common  valet,  but  grand  stick  in  waiting. 


DUET.  Ensemble — Finale  of  “  Un  Segreto.” 


Baron. 

Rage  and  confusion  ! 
Confound  the  ball ! 

This  disappointment 
Makes  one  feel  small. 

Mortification, 
Shame  and  vexation, 

My  mind  enslaving, 

Will  set  me  raving, 

“  Twig  the  flat,  look  at  him,” 
Will  be  the  cry  now. 

All  will  take  sights  at  me, 
Both  great  and  small. 


Capillaire. 

Truly,  poor  baron, 

This  must  be  to  all, 
Himselt,  wife,  &.  daughters, 
A  terrible  fall ! 

Nay,  no  more  vexation, 

Take  consolation, 

Useless  is  raving, 

If  you  want  shaving, 
Dressing  or  powdering. 

Here  I  am  by  now. 

You’ll  be  pok’d  fun  at, 
Henceforth  by  all. 

[Exeunt. 


Enter  Servants,  l.  One  of  them  presents  a  card  to  Seneschal. 

Ser.  Sir,  here’s  a  chair  just  brought  up  to  the  door  ! 

Sen.  ( Reads  card)  What’s  this !  A  title  I  ne’er  heard  before: 

“  The  Baron  Rumpelstiltskin  !”  What  a  name ! 

No  matter;  I’ll  announce  him  just  the  same. 

( Announcing .)  The  “  Baron  Rumpelstiltskin.” 


Enter  Rumpelstiltskin,  in  a  chair.  He  to rmeuts  the  Chairmen  and 
Seneschal,  and  makes  a  grotesque  exit.  Scene  changes. 


SCENE  VII. 

Grand  ball-room  in  the  P  alace,  opening  into  illuminated  gardens. 
The  Prince  receivimr  guests;  the  stage  is  filled  with  company  in 
fancy  dresses.  On  the  opening  of  the  scene  several  quadrilles  are 
going  on,  during  which  the  Baroness  and  her  daughters  enter,  and 
are  conducted  to  their  seats  by  the  Prince.  Rumpelstiltskin 
euters,  and  after  introducing  himself  to  the  Prince,  mingles  with 
the  dancers,  joining  in  the  quadrilles,  &c.  Servauts  are  carrying 
round  trays  with  refreshment. 

Baroness  (Aside  to  daughters).  Before  you  dance,  girls,  two 
words  of  advice  : 

Be  cautious,  when  you’re  warm,  of  eating  ice — 
Enjoyment’s  vulgar  ;  so  don’t  polk  too  hard, 

And  against  younger  sons  be  on  your  guard. 

Pat.  We’ve  been  out  long  enough  to  know  who’s  who; 
We’ll  say  we  are  engaged — 

Baroness.  Yes,  dearest,  do. 

lion.  Who  is  that  handsome  man  there — 

(Points  to  Prince.)  Can’t  you  see? 
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Pat.  It  is  tlie  Prince’s  valet. 

1 Ion.  It  can’t  be. 

liod.  {. Advancing  to  them.)  Ladies,  for  what  quadrilles, 
pray,  are  you  free  ? 

Pat.  ( Contemptuously .)  I’m  engaged  twenty  deep. 

Pod.  Twenty — alas ! 

Pon.  It  is  the  valet  after  all — what  brass ! 

Enter  Baron,  agitated. 

Pod.  {To  Rondeletia.)  And  you,  my  fair  one  ? 

Pon.  Keep  your  distance,  do — 

“  Meat  for  your  master,” — I’m  no  fare  for  you. 

Par.  {To  Prince,  after  having  made  signs  to  daughters.) 
The  playful  things !  Sire,  don’t  they  do  it  well  ? 
{Aside  to  daughters.)  This  is  the  Prince ;  the  other 
was  a  sell ! 

Pat.  The  Prince !  {Aloud.)  Your  highness,  I’ve  made  a 
mistake !  {Looks  at  her  engagement  card.) 

I’ve  kept  some  dances  open  for  your  sake. 

Pod.  Cellarius  ? 

Pat.  Don’t  you  think  that’s  rather  dreary  ? 

Quadrilles  ? — the  Esmeralda—  Chatsworth — Peri? 
Prin.  {Looking  at  cards.)  I’m  booked  for  those.  Stop — 
No.  8,  Pm  free ; 

Koenig’s  Bohemian  Polka  that  will  be. 

Ron.  With  pleasure,  sire;  I’m  disengaged  for  that. 

Prin.  Well,  then.  I’ll  dance  with  both,  that’s  settled  flat. 

[Triple  Polka— Koenig’s  Bohemian,  by  Prince,  Patchoulia,  and 
Rondeletia.  As  it  finishes,  l,  i.  e.,  enter  Capillaire  with  a  tray 
of  refreshments. 

Cap.  Now,  give  your  orders  ;  waiter’s  in  the  room  ; 
Lemonade,  sherry  cobblers,  punch  “  au  rhuin,” 

Brandy,  gin,  whiskey  ? 

Prin.  Silence,  you  low  fellow  ! 

Do  you  take  my  palace  for  the  “  Cider  Cellar  ?” 

[Music.  Rumpelstiltskin  comes  up  to  Capillaire,  and  taking  the 
glasses,  one  by  one,  empties  them  all. 

Cap.  Now  then,  one  at  a  time,  sir,  that  will  do; 

Remember  that  there’s  others  after  you. 

[Rumpelstiltskin  begins  to  dance  grotesquely. 
Cap.  Girls  of  my  heart ! 

[Capillaire  goes  up  to  Rondeletia  and  Patchoulia. 

Pat.  Low  fellow ! 

Pon.  What  audacity  ! 

Cap.  Don’t  scorn  me  in  my  menial  capacity ; 

Although  my  dignity’s  expired  in  smoke, 

A  valet  has  a  heart  that  may  be  broke. 
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Enter  Seneschal,  c. 

Sen.  A  lady,  who  refused  her  name  to  state, 

Has  just  drawn  up,  sire,  at  the  palace  gate. 

Such  a  turn  out ! 

Rod.  Then  turn  her  out  again ! 

[Music.  Tbe  carriage  of  Cinderella  enters  garden,  she  descends 
veiled,  and  passes  to  ball-room  ;  all  appear  astonished ;  Prince 
comes  forward  to  her. 

Sen.  Sire,  she  is  here. 

Rod.  Well,  then,  let  her  remain. 

That  charming  foot  bespeaks  a  charming  face. 

This  envious  veil  permit  me  to  displace. 

( Raises  veil.)  What  do  I  see  ? 

Cin.  Who  is  it  I  behold  ? 

Rod.  My  charmer  ! 

Ciu.  My  young  man,  with  crown  of  gold ! 

Pat.  What  a  resemblance  ! 

Ron.  How  like  Cinderella! 

Bar.  Pooh  !  Nonsense  !  She’s  at  home,  girls,  in  the  cellar. 
Rod.  ( Taking  her  hand.)  We’d  no  idea  our  realms  held  such 
a  treasure. 

Cin.  Oh  !  Please,  sir,  don’t.  (Aside.)  Pm  fit  to  sink  with 
pleasure. 

Rumpelstiltskin,  begins  to  magnetize  Cinderella. 

Rod.  That  dress  too  !  my  peculiar  weakness  !  answer, 

Art  thou  a  woman  or  a  ballet- dancer? 

Come  to  this  throne,  and  reign  there  as  my  Queen, 

My  Lucille  Grahn,  my  love — my  Eoline  ! 

(Leads  her  to  Throne.)  And  now  your  hand  ? 

Cin.  (Irresistibly  drawn  towards  Rumpelstiltskin.) 

I  will,  sir,  if  I  can, 

Rut  I  cannot  resist  this  gentleman  ! 

Rum.  (As  he  seizes  Cinderella.) 

Magnetic  influence  e’en  a  prince  can  shelve  ; 

She’s  mine,  I’ll  keep  her  here  ’till  after  twelve. 

[Dance — Mazourka  d’extase,  from  Eoline.  At  the  conclusion,  the  clock 
strikes  Twelve.  Cinderella  falls  into  the  arms  of  Rumpel  tiltsk in, 
and  shrieks.  The  company  gather  in  front ;  wheu  they  open  Cin¬ 
derella  is  seen  in  her  poor  dress.  She  starts  up,  leaving  one  of 
her  slippers.  Hurry. — Cinderella  rushes  off,  pursued  by  Rumpkl- 
stiltskin. 

Rod.  How  now  ?  Detain  her,  we  would  have  some  parley, 
What  means  this  most  undignified  finale  ? 

(Sees  and  seizes  the  slipper  which  Cinderella  has  left.) 

That  slipper!  Ha  !  my  feelings  spurn  control. 

That  taper  toe,  that  heel !  they  fire  my  soul ! 

Where  was  it  bought  ?  Inquire  throughout  the  trade, 
Charbonnier’s,  and  the  Burlington  Arcade : 
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Or,  by  the  way,  a  likelier  plaee  by  far, 

Search  in  the  Anti-Corn-Law  League  Bazaar. 

Whoe’er  the  shoe  fits,  be  she  old  or  blind, 

With  two  left  legs,  a  hump  before,  behind, 

We  marrv  out  of  hand,  whate’er  befall. 

Proclaim  it,  Capillaire,  to  great  and  small. 

[Flourish  of  trumi'ets. 

Cap.  0  yez !  0  yez !  Know  all  men,  by  these  presents — 

The  maid  whose  tiny  foot,  noble’s  or  peasant’s. 

Can  wear  the  slipper,  reigns  by  right  divine. 

This  very  night.  Princess  of  Gerolstein. 

Chinese  feet  are  excluded  from  the  match, 

All  other  nations  may  come  to  the  scratch. 

Come  ladies,  now’s  the  time  to  try  it  on  : 

So  put  your  best  foot  foremost,  every  one. 

Pat.  I’ll  brave  the  trial. 

Baroness.  That’s  a  love,  now  go. 

Pat.  ( Putting  on  slipper.)  Delightful !  Fits  exactly. 

Oh,  my  toe ! 

It’s  squeezing  me. 

Baroness.  Absurd  !  the  stocking  doff. 

Bar.  The  kingdom’s  at  your  foot. 

Pat.  Oh  !  Take  it  off! 

j Ron.  (Aside.)  Thank  goodness  it  don’t  fit.  I  was  on  thorns. 
(Puts  on  slipper.)  I’d  walk  a  league  in  it.  Oh  dear, 
my  corns ! 

Cap.  ’Twould  be  an  Anti-corn-law  league,  I  see. 

Bon.  I’m  fainting,  take  it  off !  It  don’t  fit  me. 

Baroness.  Nonsense !  It  fits  you  beautifully,  child ! 

-Bar.  Drive  the  foot  home. 

Bon.  The  pain  will  drive  me  wild. 

Oh  !  you  can’t  tell  the  agony  I  feel. 

Bar.  Huzza !  It’s  on. 

Bod.  How  P  on ! 

Bar.  All  but  the  heel. 

Bon.  I  can’t  stand  this,  the  kingdom  I  resign. 

Bar.  Away,  slight  thing,  thou  art  no  child  of  mine. 

[Music. — Several  try  the  slipper  on. 
Enter  Cinderella,  o. 

Bod.  Whom  have  we  here  ?  That  dress,  that  face,  ’tis  plain — 
Cin.  Thank  you  for  nothing.  (Aside.)  My  young  man  again  ! 
Bod.  Give  place,  the  shoe  must  fit  my  Cinderella, 

“  The  rest  are  all  but  leather  and  prunella.” 

[Cinderella  tries  slipper  on. 
Now  try  and  walk.  How  do  you  feel,  my  love  ? 

Cin.  It  fits  me,  sir,  as  easy  as  a  glove. 

Bod.  Give  me  your  hand  ? 

Cin.  To  dance  ? 

Bod.  For  life  I  mean. 
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Ladies  and  gentlemen,  behold  your  Queen.  [ Flourish . 
If  you  admire  the  Opera — 

Cin.  If — Oh  fie  ! 

Look  at  my  petticoats !  Let  them  reply. 

Rod.  Of  course  you  do — then  you  shall  have  a  treat, 

Let  our  “  Danseuses  Anglaiscs ”  display  their  feet ! 

Cin.  What !  English  dancers  !  Dear  me,  how  absurd ! 

No  English  dancers  can  dance,  as  I  have  heard. 

Cap.  And  so,  for  fear  the  Opera  should  be  undone, 

They  always  employ  foreigners  in  London. 

Rod.  These  are  the  same  who  there  won  such  applause — 

Cin.  But  then  they  called  them  “  Danseuses  Viennoises .” 
Cap.  Now  you  shall  see,  without  a  breach  of  laws, 

Thirty  small  parricides  execute  their  pas. 

A  hall !  a  hall ! — Here  come  the  little  shavers, 

All  that  they  ask’s  a  clear  stage  and  your  favours. 

Enter  Children,  r.  and  l.  Dance  of  Children.  At  the  end  of  the 
Children’s  dance,  the  Fairy  rises  in  a  brilliant  star. 

Fairy.  So  should  kind  hearts  and  gentle  deeds  be  paid. 

{To  Patchoulia  and  Rondeletia.)  Receive  my  doom, 
to  die  each  an  “  old  maid.” 

Cin.  {To  Baeon  and  Baeoness.)  Pa!  Ma  ! 

[They  rush  to  her  arms. 

My  heart’s  not  altered  by  my  state, 

I’ve  only  left  the  ashes  for  the  great.  [To  audience. 
And,  tho’  I’ve  worn  the  slipper  but  this  minute, 

Pray  let  me  hope  I’ve  not  put  my  foot  in  it. 

Symphony  to  “Non  Piu  Mesta,”  changing  to  “  Claude  Duval.” 
Cinderella  sings. 

When  lords  shall  fall  before  my  throne, 

And  dare  not  call  their  souls  their  own. 

On  my  slippery  path,  lest  I  should  fall, 

I’ll  think  on  the  coal-hole  and  sing  so  small — 

With  my  slipper  so  fine.  Tra-la,  Tra-la. 

Gorgeous  Tableau. 
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Nursery  Rhymes. 

Apple  Pie  A  B  C. 


16  sorts.  Coloured  throughout. 

Beggar’s  Petition. 

Dame  Trot. 

Aladdin. 

The  Seasons. 

Mother  Hubbard. 

Tom  Thumb’s  ABC 
House  that  Jack  Built. 

Farmer’s  Blunders. 


Penny  Primers. 

Papa’s  Gift. 


Coloured  throughout.  In  Wrapper.  ]2mo. 

|  ABC  for  Nursery.  |  Golden  ABC. 


Il 


